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ANTICLEER. 1: 


'P. 08 . M. 


CANTO. x 


Sir Chanticleer his Family, 
And where he ruld the Rooſt ; 
And all his Joys are ſung, till He 
Beheld his Mother's Ghoſt. 


SING a Cock of Breed, true Blue, 
Couragious Bird as ever flew; | 
SES Whoese Valour very late on Trial 
In fo rate, bloody Battle-royal, "oF 
Triumphant blaz'di while Chicks unborn | 1 
May rue the Sighting of that Pom. 
A Nek * 


- * 


8 CHANTICLEER. 


Wen crew the Bind yet on Earth, 


Deriv'd from Stem of greater Worth; 
Nor ever ran a nobler Flood 
Through any other Cock of Blood. 


For martial Deeds his Father's Name, 
Stands foremoſt on the Liſts of Fame; 
For ſcarce a Sportſman but has heard 
Of this moſt celebrated Bird. 
Immortal /D1a Mo ND! chief renown'd, 

In War with Laurels ever crown'd: 
Who feathering PARTLET in a Cot, 
One ſtormy Day, our Champion got. 
His Grandfire was Sir Hector Heck/e, 
Whoſe Female Beauties took a Freckle; hes 
Immediately deſtended ſrom 
The thrice ViRorious Coral Comb: 
His Great Great Grandfire was a Cock, | 
Sprung from an ever glorious Stock: 
The Son (tho' take the Breeder's; Word) 
Of Hors PUR, an illuſtrious Bird. oo 
Who through a Kingdem cut his Way, 


And triumph'd ten Times in a Day. 
And Hors ux was the Son agen 
Of old Sir Am'rous TickLe HEN, 


A POEM. 'CanTo. I. 3 


Whoſe 1 LApr Cocantiiivhiet, 
Was deem'd a Beauty great, tho' frail; 
Admired by all, and call'd by ſome 
The wweegst bert in Chriſtendom. 
And had eſpous d that noted King 
Of feather'd Beaus, Loxd FiruTTERr WiNnG; 
But all the Males that he begot, 


Save one, were ſoon condemn'd to Pot, 
For being Rebels all, God wot. | 


Fx ox this Right Honourable Race, 
As far as Records back can trace, 
Sprung CHANTICLEER, So having done 
With this, His Dwelling next is ſhewn, 


CLoseg by a River, near a Wood, 
Old Chriſty Dobſon's Farm Houſe ſtood ; 
And there, this Cock of matchleſs Strain, 
Three Years. had held a peaceful Reign. 
He from the Time he left his Mother, 
Had never ſeen a Riyal Brother ; | 
So never knew, poor Bird, not he, 

The Rage of War or Jealouſy. - 
He never from contiguous Farm | 
Had ſtarted at the ſhrill Alarm. 


; Tho' 


4 CHANTICLEER. 
Tho once befide- the chryſtal Lake, 
| Twas his Misfortune to miſtake; 


But never would he credit more, 
Appearances on any Score: 


Ecche would babble with the Note; 
Then ftately did. he ftrut the . 
And crow Defiance to the Sound. 


rn | 


AsiIEEN Coat, bedipft with Gold, 
He wore, right gorgeous to behold; 
Where every Feather dip d in Die, 
Celeſtial, caught th' admiring Eye. 
The radiant Ringlets of his Neck, 
That proudeſt Eaſtern Kings might deck, 
Came floating o'er his Breaſt and Back, 
Where Jet would look but Half ſo black. 
His gloſſy Wings ex pos d to View, 
Outſhone the fineſt Briau hue; 
While Colours intermingling break 
Like Morn, in many a lucid Streak.. - 
His ſcaly Legs the Crocus. dy'd, 
And each bore Armous never try'd. 
A Crimſon Coronet his Head, 
Suſtainod; his Eyes were fiery Red: 


4 POEM. Av o. I. 3 


And when enrag d, this Bird of Game 
Would ſhake his Chollers into Flame. 


A Tal he had, and on the Rump on't 
A Tuft of Plumage grew Triumphant, 
Which on an antient Warriors Head, 
Had ftruck th' approaching Foe with Dread: 
Where two tall Feathers. far outgrew - 
The Reft, and of an azure Hue. 


Two Ladies of no mean Degree | 
Were his Companions, happy He. 
One, from the Beauties of her Neck 

Conſpicuous, took the Name of Spxc :: 
The other, a good Natur Dame =_ 
Was PULLEN. call'd, a Family Name. | 4 
And theſe did ſhare an equal Part 1 
Of all his Grain, and all his Heart : 

And both contented with: their LIE GE, 

Strove only, which ſhould moſt oblige.. 

Hence Hell-born Jealouſy did ne'er_ 
Poiſon the Peace of CHñANTICIEEIH; 
Suſpicion: never watch'd their Ways 

And all with them were Halcyon OS Pp 

Ax ov ND2 


6 * REL ICLEER. 


Axouxp the Yard they us'd to ſport; 


* ſometimes to the Fields reſort: 


But ſhun d the Wood with ſtudious Care, 
For RE I NAR b lurk d in Ambuſh there. 
And once or twice with ſtealing Pace, 
They'd ſeen him ſhew his wily Face; 

And but for ſhrieking out amain, 

Had never pick'd a Corn again. 


This taught him Caution, mark d his Bounds, 


And fix d the Barrier of his Rounds; 

And made him, when the Thicket nigh, 
Look out with circumſpective Eye. 

Did ever Noiſe aſſail his Ears, 

He ſtraight gave Warning to his Dears: 

Was Kite cer floating in the Sky, 

Then upwards would he dart his Eye, 

And mark Him wheel his airy Ring, _ 
And hear Him ſcream upon the Wing, 
But cockle, as the Foc drew near, 48 
Himſelf on Tip Toe, yoid of Fear: _ 
His Ladies caught the frightful Sound, 
And cudling near Him always found, 


Under the Shelter of his Wings, 


Protection greater than a King's. 


4 POEM. Canro, I. 
They envied not vain Damſels who 
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Oft walk, gallanted by a Beau, | 
A BAnNTOM Thing that ſcarce can crow. 
That Cocks with military Grace, 
And ſmiles Miſs Fanxy in the Face, 
And wears a Rapier by his Side, 
Never, ah! never to be dy'd. 

By far too tender and humane, 

To take a cruel Crimſon Stain; | 
Ft's finely poliſh'd, Hilt and Blade is 
Bedew'd with Sighs of vanquſh'd Ladies,. 
And while it dangles near his n 3 
Po:itely ty'd, who can withſtand. 
Thus our Trim. Hero now. a Days, 
Merits his Country's Pay. and Praiſe, 
Proportion'd to the Hearts: he TOR. 


Our Captain Cock was none of th 
Tho well he knew the Way to - pleaſe ; 
And had the uncommon Art of winning, 
Without one Drop of Monſieur in Him. 
For. He, no Jack, a Dandy Thing, 

Was never taught to dance or ſing; 
He never knew to make a Leg; 
Or. bend the ſupple. Knee. to beg, 


s 'CHANTICLEER. 


To affect the Monkey Air and Shape, 
And turn the Cock into an APE. - 
In order by ſuch like Behaviour, 
To skip into a Lady's Favour, | 925 
For his plain Manner underſtood, bad; 
Confeſsd Him of true Britiſh Blood: ; 

And not ſo complaiſantly bred 

As to mean nothing by what's Led. 

His Ladies ever took his Motion, 

And He was ſtill at their Devotion, 

And when behind em, or before em, 

Obſer vd a conſtant ſtrict Decorum. 

For if one modeſtly withdrew, 

To do, what Hens are wont to do, | 
He gave the Beak, a Kiſs lay in it, MY, 
And always wiſh'd the happy Minute. 'L 

And when thankſgiving Song betray'd, 

The Secret of the Tribute paid, ut 

He ran to meet his deareſt Treaſure, 0 WE 

And drop't his Wing to expreſs his Pleaſure, 1 

Then whiſper d, ſhe was feldom coy, ; 

Ye fiercely ſnatch'd the rayiſh'd Joy. 


01 THEN, for ſure, a little Food, 
| Muſt do her Ladyſhip much good. 


4 POEM. Canrto.l 9 


And while he rak'd for proper Meat, 
The Hillock roſe behind his Feet; 
And if a precious Bit he found, 
He laid the Morſel on the Ground ; 
And in a Language, his alone, 
Would call to make it all her own. 


II rural Bliſs and Hearts content, 
Thus every happy Day was ſpent ; 
And every Night tho' leſs in Meaſure, 
Yielded ftill its Share of Pleaſure. 
For he, or cer he ſunk to Reſt, 
Variety of Love expreſt. 
He'd cheriſh that, and chuck to this, 
And mean, altho' he could not kiſs; 
And ſometimes ſpread his Wings all over 
Each, his deareſt Life and Lover. $ 
And on their Breaſt in rainy Weather, 
Adjuſt a looſe diſorder d Feather, 
Or pluck it out; then gently peck 
Firſt this, and then the others Neck: 
While both as near as they could creep, 
Enjoy'd him till they fell aſleep. _ 
And when at Rooſt upon the Beam, 
mays did my Lord and Ladies dream? 
1 B 


10 CHANTICLE ER. 


O! yes, they often dreamt, but then 
They never dreamt like naughty Men. 
They'd dream that Roger in the Morn, 
Would come to threſh their fay'rite Corn; 
And to oblige him, thought that they, 
Would keep him Company all Day. 
They'd ſometimes fee young Guddy ftand 
And hold the Bread, and ſtretch the Hand, 
And call on Chuckies to partake 
The rich Repaſt, a Wheaten Cake. 

They'd dream of Cheeſe-curd, Food of Swains, 
Of Millers Sacks, and ſcatter'd Grains, 

Of Barley damaged by the Wet, 

And Troughs of pureſt Water fet. 
They'd dream of Sw/an in the Dairy, 

Of Roger's Sweetheart, buxom Mary, 
Who'd give them any Thing ſhe had, 
While Reger was her amorous Lad: 

But when his Paſſion cool'd, ſhe wou'd 
Throw Sticks, and kill them if the cou'd ; 
And this fame Huffy, as you'll find, 

Stili bore them Malice in her Mind. 

Thus many a Night would Fancy. play, 
And ſport in Vifion till the Day. | 
LA. | Bur 
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Bur when fell Imps from under Ground, 

Or Goblins riſe to wing their Round : 

For ſuch, when Stillneſs rules the Night, 

In Shoals will wheel their dusky Flight ; 

And all on various Ills intent, 

To various Beings here are ſent 

For Man not only, but each Beaſt, | 

And every Bird when gone to Reſt 

Have evil Genii to moleſt. 

Some then on Malice bent, will flit 

Their Way to Barns, where Poultry ſit, 

There take a Beam unſeen, and creep 

Cloſe to the Ears of Birds — 

In Shape of Bats. 

Then would they dream of Hawks, and Ki tes, 

And ſee moſt lamentable Sights, 

Voracious Vermin, never fill'd, 

Sucking the Blood of Poultry Kkill'd ; 

And in the fad diſtreſsful Dream, 

They've many a Time been heard to. ſcreem. 

Then would they hear, all oer the Plain, 

The Shrieks of Geeſe untimely lain ; 5 

And feel the agonizing Pang 54 

Of Chickens, from a Foulmart's Fang; 
Fo | And 


12 CHANTICLEER. 


And very often both by Fits, 
Would wail his Lordſhip torn to Bits. 
Such dreadful Shapes would Fancy frame 
Unnumber'd, and without a Name, 

As were enough to kill with Fright, 
And make their Feathers ſtand upright. 
But when the wonted Time draws' near 
That wakes the Trump of CuanTICLEeR: 
No ſooner does he flap the Wing, 
Than up in Air the Goblins ſpring ; 

There hover, till they hear him crow, 

Then flit that Moment down below. 

And thrice he lifts the Trump on high, 

And thrice the vocal Hills reply, 

The lift ning Shepherds watch the Note, 

And bleſs the Muſick of his Throat: 

Tho' viſionary Maids in Bed 

Leſs pleas'd, might ſometimes wiſh him dead. 
Th' awaken'd Pair he now addreſſes, | 
And much they needed his Careſſes ; 

For he, alas! had found each Breaſt 

To his own panting Boſom preſt; 

And cloſe as when a Bride in Bed 

Hugs Deary, whom ſhe dreamt was dead, 


And in ſo terrible a Sweat, 
That every Feather dropt with wet: 
But ſoon he diſſipates their Fears, 
And ſooths the Anguiſh of his Dears 
All in a Language mild as Balm, 
Right apt. to heal, compoſe and calm. 
He argues and convinces plain, * | 
That all was Viſion, void and vain, 
So cheers them into Life again. | 
But ſee, the glimmering Dawn of Light 

Peeps o'er the Barn Door, joyful Sight ! 
And CHANTICLEER muſt once again 
Proclaim the Day, in ſhrilleſt Strain: 
Then ſteps he with Majeſtick Mien, 
And ſtately traverſes the Beam; 

And peeping downwards, doubts the W 
Irreſolute to fly or ſtay,  _ 
But takes a Cart, at laſt Half Way; 3 b 
There claps the Wing, and then the Ground 
Admits his Honour, ſaſe and ſound. 
Now proudly ſtal ks he, but right ſoon 
To pecking falls, to coax Loves down: 
For oft they ſeem extremely ſhy, 
And feign Unwillingaeſs to fly; _ 


While 


14 CHANTICLEE R. 
While with an anxious Shew of Pain, 
He fondly tempts them down again. 
He cocks his Plumage, plies his Feet, 
And ſcratching, meditates Deceit. 

Guileful Diſſembler! not a Grain, 

For all this ſeeming Care and Pain; 
'Tis all Impoſture kind, that proves 
With what Sincerity he loves: 

And who'd not fib, as well as he, 

For a dear Charmet's Company? 

Not long the amorous Fraud he try d, 
Before he hails them Side by Side: 

Now, welcome down, moſt heartily, - 
Welcome to the World and me; | 
| Sweet Creature, —What! a Lord,—and rude ! 
He - - crew couragioufly aloud : © 

And wheeling round, and round about, 
Gallanted both his Charmers out, 
To ſpend the bliſsful coming Day 

In Love and Liberty, and Play. 


Bor is Sir CHANTICLEER to be 
Of all Game Birds the happieſt He? 
And is he ftill off Bed and Board, 
To rule unqueſtionable Lord ? 


And 


And muſt his ſunny Days neer- know 
Eclipſe ? the common Fate below ! 

Too ſure they muſt! and ſoon in Strains 
Right dolorous, it appertaing, © 
To ſing him fighting; but not flying, 
Wounded, bleeding; but not dying: 
And laſt of all, his great Heart 'burſt 
With Sight, above all Sights -acourſt, 


Ox Night, when every winged Fowl 
Was gone to Rooſt, except the Owl 
Eer Cynthia had begun to light 
Her Taper, to illumine Night; 
When ſolemn Silence held her Reign, 
And all was huſh, but Grief and Pain. 
Lord CHAN TICI EER, with Care oppreſt 
Sat thoughtful; for he could not reſt; 
Had been, nor could he tell fox 9 
All Day low ſpirited and flat: 
He often ſhifted on bis Beam, . 
And plain d, as in a troublous Dream. 
At length the torpid Powers of Sleep, 
Fe feels through all his Senſes creep: 
Twas then before bis fwimming Eyes, 
His Mother's Shade did ſeem. to riſe. 


- 


He 


— — — 


/ 
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He knew her from the freckled Gown 
She wore, all ſpotted up and down: 
The very fame: old faſhion'd Dame, 
Her Air and Cock of Tail the ſame, - 
Full to his View, right oppoſite, | 

| Upon a Beam fhe took her Seat: 

She ftretch'd the Neck, and Silence broke, 
And thus to CHANTICLEER the Pray 


« START not, my braveſt Son, diſmay'd, 
« To ſee thy Mother's awful Shade ; 
« Sped hither, from that aſter State 
« Where Ghoſts. of defunct Poultry wait, - 
« By, Night, in order to diſcloſe 
«* Thy Deſtiny, and vent my Woes. 
For know, that by the Will of Heaven, as 
A wond'rous Faculty is given, 
« Or Power, by which the ſharpen'd Eye, 
The Page of dark Futurity, 
« Diſtintly reads, and from the Womb 
* Of Time marks Good or Ill to come. 
Nor think that when the Spirit flies, 
Remembrance or Affection die 
Unchang' d in them we ſtill . 
4. * Conſcious of Pleaſure paſt, or Pain: 


| And 
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« And for our poor forſaken Brood | 

© Retain the ſame Solicitude : 

* The ſame Affections we perceive, 

« We hope, and joy, and fear, and grieve, 
And every Paſſion, every Flame, 
That glow'd in Body, glows the ſame. 
“Hence, anxious for our darling Care, 
« We skim our Circuits in the Air; 

* And often when the Danger's near, 
4 Will whiſper Warning in your Ear. 
« Unſcen, we prompt you for your Good, 
& When near the River, or the Wood; 
And often Times to keep at Home, 

4 You feel Suggeſtion ours alone. 

< For not a Creature breathes below, 

« Without its lurking deadly Foe. 

« Yes, every Thing that draws the Breath, 
Lives in the Neighbourhood of Death: 


„ And you could ſcarce exiſt an Hour, 


« Unleſs defended by a Power, 
_ « Inviſibly attendant on BAT 

« Your Walks, from Morn till. ſetting Sun. 
Tour Ladies, Sir, have heard this Truth 
« Pall often from their Mammy's Mouth, 5 13 
| 9 C When 
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„With oe of his illuſtriomm Race: 


is CHANTICLEER. . 
„When they were fittle nefſtfing Things 


« Beneath the Covert of her Wings. 
« Then further Iearts: It is devreed, 


«. By Man, that Cut Throat of our Breed, 
« That thou, my demeſt Chick, thuift bleed: 
Bleed, not to gfatify his Fafte, | 


« And eke owt the Gfiraiſed Feaſt ; 

« But in a Pit, infernal Pre?! 

« Muft bleed the Glory ef his Rate. 

« A Pit, where Demons all repai, 
“To blaſt the wholeſome Morning Air : 
While Inprecations, fmoaking hot, 

* Fly round the ex&rabte Spot. 

“ There Rank is eltbow'd, Tate buff d, 


And Honour oft Ties Kick d and aug d. 


« There Figure, Fortune, Pride: and Birth, 
« Sit bended with wre Scum of Eitth ; 
„ And menaly condefsend ts fipabble, | 
« Amongſt a vile promiſeuous Rabblie. 


« AMIDST this motley mad Reſort, 
« My gallant Son muſt bleed for Sport; 
« Muſt combat in the curſed Place 


* 
— 


HT 2n 
a. 


« Where, 


%- 


Thou beſt and braveſt of thy Kind: 
Thou, &er To-marzow's Noon is fled, 


AF OE M. Canrto,. I. 19 


Where, while the feather'd Champions fight, 


« Man ſees, and can enjoy the Sight ; 

« Can feaſt his Eyes with Scenes of Death, 
« While mangled Cocks reſign their Breath; 
« And while the Venquiſh'd gaſping lies, 
„Can join the Shout that rends the Skies. 

« For Sport, like this, thou art conſignd, 


— 


© Muſt loſe the Hanours of thy Head: 
4 And this thy Blood that will be ſpilt, 


© Deepens the Colour of their Guilt; _ 


„Who date disfigure cer they kill, 

« Againſt Heavns Order, or its Will. : 
* This Bam, this Walk where thou art fed, 
4 And where thy Ancefiors were bred, 


Thou ſoon. muſt quit, and in the Town 


* 
4 5 ——— —ê 


4 Thy Might and Proweſs muſt be ſhewn. 
«The glorious Ringlets af thy Neck, 


« Juſtly the Pride of Lay Gruen 
* Muſt fall diſheneur d on the Ground, 8 


« The Sciſſars then will next aſſail 
The lofty Plumage of thy Tail; 


4 And 
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20 CHANTICLEER. 
« And laſt of all, each horny Heel 0 


« Muft off, altho they cannot feel 

„The lacerating Teeth of Steel; | 
And where their Armour grew, muſt ſhine 

« Two Silver Weapons, keenly fine. 
All this, and more than III relate, 

« Awaits, my Son, and muſt await. | 

« Yet blame not Fate that ſo't muſt be, ? 


« 'Tis not the Will of Deſtiny, 

« But Man impoſes the Decree : 

„ ”Tis freely his own Act and Deed, 

4 His Will and Pleaſure that you bleed. 

_ © Know further then: Two Chiefs of Birth -- 
And Rank, amongſt the Sons of Earth, 
* Have made what Monſters call a Main, 
« When two and forty Cocks muſt ſtain, 

« With noble Gore, the reeking Plain; | 
| 3 « And muſt a Sacrifice be made 5 6; 
j 5 To Man's Diverſion, helliſh Trade! 

Wl © And this is now a Days, O Shame! 

Wl « Fftcem'd Right Honourable Game: 

| Sport whereupon a Lord might look, 

And Paſtime IP of a Duke, 


* 
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E! ER long then, my thrice valiant Son, 


« Muſt put his native Ardour on, 

<< Severeft Proof; but hear thy Mother, 
Thy brave Antagoniſt's thy Brother. 

** The Virtues of thy noble Blood 

*© Diſplay, be .mercifal and good; 

«© Exert the Warrior in the Strife, 

And conquer, but, O ſpare his Life? 
For loth to yield, tho pierc'd all o er 
« With Wounds, and bathing in his Gore; 
Beneath thy Breaſt he'll bend his Head, 
** 'Tis giv'n, but fear to ſtrike him dead: 
„The Victory is thine, and then 
Leave Cruelty, my Son, to Men. 

« But ſee, he wakes, tis Time to crow. 


This ſaid, ſhe ſought the Shades delow. 
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CANT O. I. 


Sir Knight, in delefu Dumps; awer 

Hit amourons Ladies twain: | 

"They hear the woſwl eech he RO 
And cherifo him ag din. en 


8 one juſt poſting to the Dead, 
Lies pale and panting on his Bed; 
So CHANTICLEEA awaking, ſeeni'd 
As if his very laſt be'd dream'd: 
Chill Horror froze his circling Blood, 
And ſtill the Ghoſt before him ſtood. 
Her Manner, Look, and what ſhe d 
Had ſtruck him ſpiritleſs and dead, 
And all the Champion in him fled. 
Thrice he efſay'd the ecchoing Note, 
And thrice he faultefd in his 'Throxt : 
Twas then he-gently. peck euch Breaſt, 
As loth to diſcompoſt their Reſt; 
And whiſper'd ſoft, © Awake, my Loves, 


N From Slumber, innocent as Doves; 
1 1 N. 42 23 
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© From pleaſing Dreams awake, and hear 
*& 20m, that muſt afdlic your Ear. 


a Sen Tidings I U this Night, 
And ftranger ſtill has been the Sight: 
« Freed from the Manſions of the Dead, 
« My Mother's Ghoſt has - upwards fped ; 
« This Night Tre ſeew the very Dame, 
« Her Habit, Geſture, Mien, the fame. 

_ © She had, peculiar to her Race, 

« A ſerious thoughtful Turn of Face; 
« A Tail of moſt utcomihon Cock, 
“That mark'd het Origin and Stock; 
« And then Ruff about her Nock, 
„With here a Spot, and thme a Speck + 
« She wore, a very antient Gift, | 

« And Token of the» Family Fhriſt, 

« Upon that Beam, right oppoſite, ' | 
„The venerable Shade did fir, 
« And op'd her Beak ; bear: Mes cad Learn 
« A Matter of the kft ne 
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« That two and forty Cocks muſt fight 
To recreate the human Sight; 

And ſpend their Life's Blood, precious Teal, 
« Drop by Drop, to give Men Pleaſure. 

* Amongſt which deſtin d Number, I 

« My Magnanimity muſt try; 

And in a baſe deteſted Pit, 

„ For Maſſacre and Slaughter fit: 

« Where lofty Man will condeſcend 

© To doff Nobility, and blend 1 

„ With Beggary's Train; a mungrel Crew, 

% Of various Shapes and various Hue, 
That to the brutal Place will flock, | } 


&« Teenjoy, what would a Demon ſhock, 
I; Tho Paſtime of Geol: TT Cock. 


* Bur hear, . Pest m 81 1 
And let my Deeds my Words approve : 
« I fear not what the Foe can do, 
To part with Life's: to part with you. 


That Thought, ah! never to be born : 


„What's Life, if I muſt ne'er return? 

« There lies the Sting of Death, the Dare, | 
— WOE 
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« AND muſt I leave my native Plains, 
« Where ſmiling Peace and Pleaſure reigns ; 
« Where Love, and Frolick, Mirth, and Play, 
« Live and revel all the Day ? 
« Will Man this Happineſs' deſtroy, 
© And tear me from all earthly . Joy? 
Is this the Meed for having ftor'd | 
Full oft the Pantry of my Lord? 
« Supply'd with copious Streams the Diſh, 
* And given the Flavour to his With ? 
Ils this the Pay for having lent 
„The fatal gilded Plume, to tempt 8 | 
The heedleſs unſuſpecting Fry, 5 
< AttraQted like a Lady's Eye * 5 6” 
« By Glitter, till they catch and die? 
4 Have I for this, full many a Morn, © 
Sung ſweeter than his early Horn? 
* © Tngratitude's a Crime accurſt, = 
« The Sin of Devils, and the firſt. * 
« Ah wo is me! what muſt be done, 
« Say, Charmers, what, when T am gone? 
* Whoſe Trumpet then, or Clarion ſhrill, 
| © Shall chear the Shepherd on the Hill? 
RE D « Give 
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„Give Warning to the Lark, to raiſe 
«The wonted Orizon of Praiſe ? | 
« Alarm the Warblers in the Grove, 
And wake their little Hearts to Love? 
« Call Mary to her Milking Pail? 

« Or , Roger for to ſwing the Flail ? 

« O cruel Fate! for in the Strife 

« Should I bring Lautels off and Life, 
It muſt be 10; the horiour d Shade 
© Pronouncd me Victor e'er {ſhe fled, 
Inglorious Triumph! yet who knows 

« I mayn't be ſpar'd for ſharper Woes ?: 
« Far ſharper than the Pain of dying, 

4 Oh! ten Times keener and more frying. 
„May not, when I am gone, my Dears, 
(Forgive me while I urge my Fears) 
- © Some Riyal, of the Breed true Blue, 
« Step in and arrogate -my Due? 

« Play. off ſome new and winning Arts, 
And teal himſelf into your Hearts 
Should this, which Heav'n avert! prove -tras;, 
And ſpare my Tears, ſweet Creatures, do: 2 * 
„They're natural, and only prove 

« A Weakneſs from the Force of Love: 


” « Then 
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„Then ſtrike, Oh! ſtrike, victorious Foe, 
« And lay me gaſping at a Blow.“ 

He ceas'd, then ſigh'd, and droop'd the Neck 
Beneath the Boſom of his 8p E Cx, 

Two gentle Drops a Paſſage ſtole, 
That ſpoke the Anguiſh of his Soul: 
Such Drops as from a Hero's Eye 

Fall, when he's raviſhd from his Joy. 
His Words, more deadly than a Dart, 
Had pierc'd each Lady's bleeding Heart ; 
And SpECk, too conſcious of the Stroke, 
Firſt heay'd a bitter Sigh, then Ipoke 7 


« My nad my bn le EER, 
9 Thy Love, thy Life and Charmer, hear. 

« May that bleſt Angel whom we know 

e Attendant, whereſoc'er we go, 

« 'That hitherto from every WM, 
« Or near the Wood, or at the Rill, 

« Has been our Guardian, guard you ftill. 

« May the ſame tutelary Arm 


Protect my deareſt Lord from Harm. 
&« You |doom'd to leave us, ſay you ſo? 


No, never, while you've Power to crow ; 
| a While 
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« While Hens have Strength to lay their Eggs, 
„Or Ducks to waddle on their Legs; | 
While Geeſe ſhall cackle on the. Plain, 
Or Granaries ſhall teem with Grain. 
« But where is all your Valour fled? 
| Why pale the Coral on your Head? 
Has it not ever been your Theme, 
With us, that Dreams are all a Dream? 
4 Wild mimick Fancy's idle Train, 
Meer Traſh and Coinage of the Brain. 
«© Then why, my Lord, ſo diſcontent | 
* Becauſe it happens you have dreamt ?. 
Take Courage, Sir, tis SPECK that” begs, 
And ftand intrepid on your Legs; 
« For if your Chucky is not able, 
« By Argument irrefragable, 
To make it out, that you have been 
« Abus d, and practis d on in Dream, 
Through Spite of ſome fell Witch or Wizard, * 
Il forfeit both my Rump and Gizzard. 


. Phantom ſays, it is decreed, 
„That you muſt ſoon in Battle bleed; 
Muſt droop and languiſh, gaſp and die, 


* To recreate the human Eye. | 
| | « Strange 
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“Strange Tidings! and with Horror fraught, 
© Evn Fiends muſt ſhudder at the Thought. 
Could Heay'n, all merciful, ordain, - 
That you ſhould bleed, and ſuffer Pain 
For human Sport? If any can 

** Think thus, he's Monſter, not a Man. 
** Suppoſe us deſtin'd for his Food, 5 | _ 
** Is Man for Game to ſpill our Blood? = 0X | _ 
** Is he to act the ſavage Creature, N 1 1 
In very Spite of his own Nature! J 
„Man cannot, Sir, behold a Sight, 

* Which, but to think on, muſt affright. 
** Brute Nature's may be cas'd in Steel; 
„ ”Tis Man's Prerogative to feel: 
His tender ſympathizing Heart, 

* Of others Pain muſt bear a Part; 

* And if he hears a Creature groan, 
„He feels its Suffering in his own. 
„Then can he take Delight in viewing, 
Creatures ſlaſhing, hacking, hewing ? 

* Or does he think you cannot feel 

* The Torture of the pointed Steel? 
Impoſſible, and truſt me then, 

* The Story's all a Lie of Men: 


1 For 
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i All Beings cquatly. do ſhare | 
e Their Maker's kind Regard and Care; 


„ Who wills, that Merey ſhould be thewn 


„ To every Creature as his own. 

% But grant Man had à Heart to take 

< Yeur Lives for his Diverfion's Sake, 
* He would not, ſure, protong your Woes, 
© While flow the Crimſon Torrent flows : 
He could not placidly ſaryey 

Life ling ring in the diſmal Fray; 


* With Leiſure view the running Gore, | 0 | 


© Till ebbing, it can run no more. 

+ Brute Beaſts when ever on the Catch, 
* No ſooner ſeize than they difpatch ; 

And ſeldom ſeem, when oer their Prey, 

« To lengthen Miſery for Play: 

„The Victim falls a Sacrifice 

“To Hunger, and that Moment dies. 

« And wilt you then in Man diſpute 

That Mercy, granted in a Brute? 
TTo Pity Men are all inclin d, 

By Nature gentle, good and kind; 

* And we, without all farther Proof 7 

* But live t' eyince this certain Truth. 


« For 
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For every Day we breathe, we ſhare 
The Bleffings of his Love and Care; 
e Partake his Bounty, cat his. Bread, 
* And often from his Hand are fed. 

„ Does he not call us every Morn 
© To treat us with the Beſt of Corn? 
'* Will he not ſpare for us at Noon, 
& And ſet himſelf the "Frericher down ? 
* And threaten Turk, a furly Beaſt, 
« For grumbling while we pick the Feaſt? 
0 What greater Care can Mortal take, 
And all = bis loy'd Poultry's' Se? 1 


* Sr, after all this Treatment then, 
Can friendly hoſpitable Men 
« Bely their Deeds, or feaſt their Sight, 
* And take a erdel mean Delight 
«0 ſetting :ardent Creatures on 
« A dire Contention, which, &er done, 
« Muft give a thouſand Deaths in one. 
« Tf this you will believe of Men, 
« You may, my Lord“ 80 ceasd the Hen. 
The gallant Bird no Anſwer made, 
But conſcious fat, and ſhook his Head 


Dams 
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Dams PuLLzN, Bride of humourous Vein, 
Then chear'd him in her hunting Strain: 
Sooner than Deſtiny ſevere, 

* Shall clip the Comb. of CRANTICLERR; z 
« Or'eyer it ſhall be decreed, 

“ That thou, couragious Bird, hall bleed ; 

« May firſt, all other Cocks below 

« 'Transform'd, at once to Capons grow. 4 
« May ſome dire Accident befall ) 
« Some general Deluge ſweep the Ball, 2 1 
« And Hens, Geeſe, Turkeys, periſh —_— 
But, O my Lord! for Chuckies Sake, | 
Do give yourſelf the rouſing Shake. 
„What! is our valourous Bird of War, a 
From Infidel, turm d Viſionair . | 
& Does his undaunted Spirit creep, 
And ſhrink at Shadows when aſleep? 
Once more, eroct upon the Beam, 
„Stand up, and ſay tis all a Dream. a 
« Vouchſafe th accuſtom d Clap, and crow, 
„ And drive all Goblins down below. 

« Your Mother! an old doating Bird, 

« What Pity 'twas: the ſlvuld have ftirr'd ;; 0 
| EE « Like | 
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“Like ſcreech Owl, with a Scare- crow Story, 
„ Greatly diminiſhing your Glory; 
“Better had ſhe ſtill have ſtay'd 
% Below, a poor ill boding Shade! 
“ Than thus reviſit upper Air, 
„On ſuch a Meſſage to her Dear. 
« But if I gueſs the Cauſe aright, 
4 Of this ſo ſtrange unuſual Fright : 
* Some jealous Whims begin to ſtir, 
(And pardon, pray, Sir! if I err.) 
For I remember well, yes, yes, 
The Day, when little prattling Miſs 
4 Told Guddy, as your Lordſhip crew, 
That they'd a prettier Cock than you. 
4 Suſpicion then, that Foe to Reſt! 
Is hatching Sorrow in thy Breaſt : 
« Infufing Venom, black as Hell, 
Where Love ſhould reign, and Peace ſhould dwell, 
For have you not, my CHANTICLEER, 
In plaineſt Terms expreſsd your Fear? 
(In Caſe that Fate will have it fo, 
That you muſt from your Dearies go.) 
„That we might take in the Interim, | 
Some ſpruce young Lover, brisk and trim ; 
| E © Admit 
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« Admit ſome Cock of wily Parts, 1. 

« To ply his ſweet alluring Arts, 

« To ſteal away poor Chuckies Hearts, 

« Ungenerous Bird! what Cauſe have we | 

« Once given, to doubt our Conſtancy ? 1 

« When have we ſeen this rival Bird? 

“ When ever from your Dwelling ſtirr'd ? 

« Too fond! when cer you led the Way, 

« To ſtraddle after you all the Day, 

* And were we ever known to ſtray? 

“ And have we not, awake or Sleep, 

« Crept cloſe as ever we could creep? 

« And if we once retir'd, you knew 

The Buſineſs that we had to do. | 

« What Reaſon then can be aſſign'd 

„For this fo jealous Turn of Mind? 

« Fic then, my Lord! diſpel your Fears, 

Nor think ſo meanly at your Years. . 

But hear—and may the Powers above, 

That puniſh, Breach of Vows or Love 

© Bear witneſs! if I ever wrong 

« Your Bed, tho abſent cer ſo long: 

Hf ever wanton Cock prevail, 33 

+ To touch one Feather of my Tail; won. IG 
| « May 


” 
— _ — ww 5 
— — — 

— 2 


4 POEM. CanTo i 236 


« May every Feather there that grows, 
« Be ſtuck aloft to ſcare the Crows, 
* May I for ever loſe all Cock; 

« And never fit again and clock!“ 
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SH ſaid, and ſtrait the Bird was chear'd ; 

Once more his drooping Head he rear'd, 

And mildly thus reply d: Tis true 

« 'That neither Sp ECE, my Love, nor you, 
« Have, from the Day that made you mine, 
« By one ſuſpicious A& or Sign, 

« Giy'n the leaſt Shadow for Pretence, 

„ To call in Doubt your Innocence: 

« Your Conduct hitherto has prov'd 

« How well, how dearly well! you've lov'd. 
« But Sweets, conſider, all along, 

« As yet, no tun'd enchanting Tongue 
c Perſwaſive, under Shews of Truth, 

« Has put your Honour upon Proof. 

« 'Temptation, is the Stone, to try 

“The Sterling Worth of Honour by: 

« For tho' it paſs for current, yet, 

“It ſtill may be but Counterfeit. 

« For in the trying Night or Day, 
There's ſometimes found ſom? ſmall Allay ; 

Some 
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Some Grain of Frailty, even in 

Thoſe ſeeming moſt averſe to Sin: 

« Some carnal Smack in niceſt Dame, 

That boggles at the very Name. 

“ Then, where's the Merit, Dears! to pride 
In Virtue, that was never try'd? 

Not that 1 wiſh, for Honour's Sake, 

« You ſhould the Trial undertake. 

For Female Hearts oſt think they're backs | 
« By Powers, that fail them when attack'd : 


And Cock's a tiekliſh Adverſary 


« To tamper with, &'er Chickens my 5 

« And Curioſity alone | 

To try their Strength, has oft bigs | 

« What Force you have, ſhould be employ'd 

« Apainſt the Rogue, when firſt eſpied: 
Then, Females all, your Batteries ply, >] 
4 Repuls'd at firſt, the Foe may fly, 2 ö 


HgBut further, never further try. | 
Then pardon, if I urge once more 


* My Apprehenſions, as before: 
« (For ſure as ſtanding on my Legs, 


„Tea evn, as ſure as Eggs are Eggs, | 
| 15 We 
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„We part) I fear ſome Cock of Fame, 
© Pretending Paſſion, Fire, and Flame, | 
« May come to play his cuſtom'd Game; 
And complaiſantly ſeem to grieve. 

* Your Want, the ſurer to deceive. . 

c Such Cocks there are, and who bely 

« By Deeds, their Blood and Family; 

« But, ſhould I happen to, ſurprize !. 

« He never more at Feather flies: 

« Or, haply, ſome ſweet: Bird of Song, 


And Dreſs, from out the fluttering Throng 


„ Elop'd, may pay a Viſit here, 

« And ſtrive at firſt to gain your Ear 
By gloſing Flattery :—But beware! 
4 In ſeeming Friendſhip's Lure, there lies 
« Deſign, that may eſcape your Eyes. 


« TWAS s this, if Men you will believe, 
< 'That firſt entrap'd old Lady Eve. | 
For young unpractis d Hearts too oft, 

« Miſtake a Language ſmooth and ſoft; 
« Until the Fiend, with luring Face, 
« Inſinuates a Paſſion r 
And peeps, detected, 88 behind 

5 * Mask, which he aſſum d to blind: 


« Then 
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Then what's the Conſequence of this? 
« Nay, PULLEN, take it not amiſs. 
„ Why, if he gains his Point, he'll then, * 
« Like moſt of fine bred Gentlemen ! | ; 
4 But d-—-n you for a filly Hen. 
« Or laftly, by a Promiſe made, 
It may be your Fate to be betray d: 
« But if you're gulld to truſt a Bird 

4 Of Quality upon his Word, 
© You then deſerve alive to be 
< Quite ploated, for Simplicity; 
But I have done—ſo keep your Word, 
« Elſe dread the Puniſhment implor'd.” 
This ſaid, he reaſſum'd the Air, 
With Looks that charm'd the happy Pair. 
Alas! he fear'd not Blood or Blows, -- 
Who think ſo, quite miftake the Cauſe: 
Twas alienated Love or Scorn, 
When of his beautious Plumage ſhorn, 
He had to dread, and well might know 
That Female Eyes are caught with Shew. 
But now, that Scruple chasd away, 
He re-exhilerates the Day; 

He lifts the Clarion to the Sky, | 
| In Token of his Heart-felt Joy. | _ 

N e 
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He feels his native Ardour riſe, 

He darts -the Liglit'ning of his Eyes; 
And in a furious Kind of Dream, 
He fights, and conquers on the Beam. 


Bur, ſee! bright Phæbus in his Car, 
Had ftol'n upon. them unaware ; 
All Ceremonies therefore ending, 
Again they meditate deſcending, 
And CHANTICLEER will ſhew the Way, 
For he could. neves brook Delay. 
Within the Yard behald him now, 
Once more diſcharge the Morning. Due: 
But never more muſt Cu amTLICOERR, 


Within the Yard, or at the Bier, 

Do that ſame Thing again, —O' dear ! 
"T would break the Heart of any Lover, 

To think 'twas now for ever over: 

To think this Morning they muſt ſever, 

And part for ever, and——for ever. 


No ſooner was he mn to Butch, 
Amongſt a Heap of new-fall'n Thatch, 
Than, lo! two Monſters in the Tard 2 
Appear d, with Looks that would have ſcar'd' 


The 
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The ſtouteſt Heart of Bird or Beaſt ; 

For theſe were Rutfhaas, ſent t arreſt - ': * 

Poor CHANTICLEER. The Bird they ſeixe, 

Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe : 

Farewel! my merry Creatures, . 

Remember now you ſee me ta en. 

Old Chriſty ſhook his Head, and ſigh' d; 

Cuday lamented ſore —and cry d: 

Evn Roger wept the Bird he low'd; 

But ſpiteful Mary ſaw unmov d, n 

And toſs d her Head, and ſaid, that ſne 

* known far better Cocks than he; - 
And if he'd weep for that, twere right © 

To preſs ſuch Loggerheads to fight. 

Poor CHANTICLEER, quite broken hearted, 

Impriſon d in a Bag, departed. ALE IE 

The Men, it | ſeems, could do no lefs, 

His . Orders were expreſs. 
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Sir Knight, in bloody Battle, 2 
His Adverſary quell ; 

But when brought Home to Ladies bath, 
Di/aſt'rous Hap ou * E 


S when the gentle am' rous ws, | 

Bereft by Falchon of her Lover, 
Sits on the wonted Branch alone, Fe 
And fills the Grove with” mournful Moan; | 
So SPECK and PULLEN, ſick of . 
| Sigh'd many a tedious. Hour away. 


Or like, as when a Sailor's. Bride, Ins able 11 
Laments the Husband, from her Side 
Torn premature, and dragg d to fight : - 
O cruel and diſtracting Sight! Ka £ 
So our two Ladies, at the firſt, IEP 
Bewail'd, as if their Hearts would burſt; | 
They droop'd the Wing, and hung the Head, 
ARR 83 thought on all he laid: 

5 4 | Recall 
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Recalbd to Mind his Look and Talk, 


And miſsd him all around the Walk, 
They neither card for Play nor Food, 


Nor heeded Reynard in the Wodd: 
Would often ſee his Image glide, 
And ſtrut in all his Trim of Pride; 
And oftner, to augment their Woe, _ 
Imagin d that they heard him crow. 


And when at Nights upon the Beam, x 


Fancy reftor'd him in a Dream; 
| They'd wake, the Vifien chas'd away, 
To Sorrows freſh, and wiſh the Day. 


Such painful Houm of: Grief and Woe, 
When parted, will true Lovers know. | 


By, fay, was free er. var 8 


Himſelf in any better Plight? 

No, no! for in a Laſt he phy. 

Immur d from Day, and claſe config, 
Vet kept he Chuckies, in his Mind. 

He wanted not the cheiqaſt Food; 


His Drink w] Wine - catzemely goat ; 


And the his Fare might give a Treat | 
3 Kings, he reliſh d not the Meat. 7175 
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Delicious Cake! high flavour d Paſte 
Alas! was Wormwood to his Taſte !. 
And—if he peck'd a Bit, he'd then 
Forget himſelf, and chuck for them ; 

And when he ever took a Sup— 
Twas but to keep his Spirits u: 
And well he might, when near the Day. 
That he muſt all the Hero play. 


| Haxx ! Follys Trump, in loudeſt Strains, 
Makes Proclamation of her Games ; 
Inviting, and propoſing Prizes | 

To all her Children, of all Sizes, 

Down to the Cobler from his Grace, 
And names the very Time and Place, 
Where every Order and Degree 

May hold a whole Week's Jubilee. 


Aa 02 
Tas Day is come—her Sou we 5 29 
(For who would fail that are /alive) | Fer 5 
Like Swarms promiſcubus at a' Hive: * b. 
Such was the populous Reforr} r 
And ſuch th'amezing Itch for Sport. 
Inhabitants of Town or Vill, fein 


| Thoſe in 'the' Dale ot ow'the them, EEE 1 
'Y Muſt 


* 
#- <0 
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Muſt all alike obey the Call, 4 

No Matter whether great or ſmall, e 5 

For the fame Paſſion fires them all. 

Congenial Souls! whoſe Boſoms glow = 

With Love of Paſtime, Shout, and Show. 

Let but your blecding Country call 

Aloud to Arms—God fave: us all! 

How many then to take- Command, 

And bravely face the Foe, and ſtand ? | 3 

Not one — for where's the Joke or fuͥnn 

To parley with preſented Gun, 
On Horſes—only train'd. to ma? --. 

On Steeds, not manag d for the Figh t 

But finely carry Tails in Flight. 

Such was the Chance, when late in Buff, 

Full many a valiant Colonel Bluff. 

To meet old Caledonia's Son, 

With deſperate Rage inſpir d, rode on, 

At Head of Poſſe oom. quite . 

Determin d all to have a Bout: 

Yea, all determin'd to a Man, 

To kill, cer killing Work began. 


But when the dread Alarm was giv "mn RF 
That dread Alarm! Good gracious Heavn! . 
Ar. 1. 


#*2 
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Away! away! like diiven Deer, 

Run Lads—and D —1 take the Rear ! 

Nay, they did ſcarcely prick their Ear, 

And ſome were forely ſpoil'd thro' Fear ; 
So ſpoil'd, that in the Night, the Foes 

Took **#* * by the Dint of Noſe. 


80 have I ſeen, in Paſture fair, 
Some Woollen Troops, a timid Care! 
That always keep a watchful Eye; 
No ſooner diftant Foe eſpy, 

Than all face inſtantly about, 

And ſeem at firſt quite reſolute; 

And form a Body deep and ſquare, 
Tho' no horn'd Officer be there; 
Except Bell Leader, but, at once 
Should Galy give a Bark, and bounce — 
Gods! what Confuſion then "prevails ! 4 
And what ſtrange turning up 'of Tails ! 
So many a Mammy's Pet might run 
From Muzzle of confounded Gun : 

For who dare ſtand to take his Knocks? - 


Or what | have we to fight but Cocks? | 


Sox k to a poor enfeebled Race, k 
Half loaden with Cockade and Lace : 
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Behold a military Swarm! Ä 

Bred to ſhan Danger, and keep warm; | 
Thin puny. whipd-up Things of Froth, 
Upheld thro! Strength of Chicken Broth, _ 
Whoſe Beef and Mutton-hating Bellies, 
Demand adriflar 'Soups and Jellies; 
Who catch at Pudding, and at Pay, 

And ſear Nought, but a fighting Day: 

Yet keep their Courage trig and tight, 
To puſh in Venus Camp * Night. | 


As Sur-ſhine Swarms of 18 Glitter, 28 
Hatch'd in a genial Bed of Litter, 
' Ruſh out, and drive away, intent 
On Nought, but Food and Merriment ; 
And every Night, in Troops, will throng: 
Beneath warm foſtering Heaps of Dung; 
And there lie ſnug from Cold and Rain, 
Till Sun-ſhine chears them out again. 0 0 
Such Inſects, not a few! do ſpring 1 
From underneath Corruption 8 Wing, 
To guard our Country, and our King: 
While Family or Election Merit | 
Muſt ſupercede all Soul and Spirit. | 


: * 
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For not, a Sprig on Earth ean thrive, | 

Nay hardly can be kept alive, 

Howe'er ſo fair, unlefs it be 

Slip'd from a Branch of Quality, 

Yes! the rough Veteran may beg 

In vain, upon a Wooden Leg; . 

Be tamely forc'd to chew his ne 

For being prodigal of Blood; 

And have, ſor many a beoken Head, 

The Honour to march ftary'd to Bed. 

If ſuch cer. hope to riſe, they _ 

Firſt take a Slumber in the Duft ; 

And wait with Patience, till the Day 

That Lords: ſhall all be out of Play. | 

Nor is the Cafe with jolly Tar + 

Much better; ſometimes worſe by far, 
Tho Britain's only Truſt in War: - 
He's, like a Felon, forc'd to be 

Depriv'd of Birth-right, Liberty : 

He's rudely ſeiz d, and thip'd to . 

For great Mens Properties and Ri 

Muſt risk Life daily on the Seas, | 

And toil—that ſuch may loll at Vaſe? _ = 
Muſt ſuffer Kicks, Contempt, and Scorn, 1 | 1 


Tow: Bullies highty bred and” born, me. | | 
Mark's 
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Mark d out for ſome Command or Station, 
 T'infure Diſhonour to the Nation. 
And what's his Comfort, what his Meed? 
Or what Encouragement to bleed ! | 
Is it to think, while Vice 1s fed, 

That .his. poor Family wants Bread ? 

To think, whatever (me. deſerve, 

That his—and only his, muſt ſtarve; 
Strange Hardſhip, ſure ! ſor ſuch to bear, 
That claim a Kingdom's ſpecial Care. 


SEE pale Britannia droop her Head, 
And wail her. priſtine Glory fled ! ; 
While Tweedle Dum, and Ticedle Dee, ji 
Fr. nch Faſhion, Fops, and F rippery, 

Pimps, Puppies, Pugs, and Paraſites, 

Lewd Days, and maſhuerading Nights; | 
Low Pride, and Paſſion mean for Game, | 
Newmarket Glory, Cockpit Fame; 

Routs, Rabbles, Rackets, Balls, and Pla ys, 
Are all th' Ambition of our Days. 1 
But ſtop, O Muſe ! thy Rage reſtrain, 5 | 

' Reſume the Song, tis Folly's Reign: 1 
Contending which ſhall firſt arcive, --- =. 
See Coaphtt after Coaches drive! 


.- — 


Cram'd 
ON 


A POEM. CanToO, III. 49 
Cram' d full of Beauties—brittle Ware! 
And Beau, the Beauty's pretty Care, 
Smit with the marvellous Delight, 
To. mock the Glow-worms of the N ight. 
Aſſembled Stars! whoſe blazing Sphere, 
Man—fooliſh Man, dare venture near. 
See Jockey Knights, and Squires, adyance 
On Steeds, train d like themſelyes—to dance: 
While others, of no mean Degree, 
Spurr'd with the like Deſire to ſee, 
Come next, and then—for near a Mile 
Appear'd a Body, Rank and File, 
Recruited from all Quarters round, 
On Pads that, living, vex a Hound; 
Where, for a Twelve-month paſt, each Beaſt 
Had baulk'd a Kennel of a-Feaſt: 
And, laſt of all, came pouring in | x | 
Whole Troops, that plaſh'd thro' Thick and Thin; 
'Theſe Infantry as keen, no Doubt, 
To join the wond'rous Rabble Rout. 


UPoN a blighted Spot of Ground, I» 
Within a Town for Trade renown'd, | 
A Structure ſtands, and to the aye ff 

A Doye-coat looks; but —Look's a Lie: 
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Its Form rotund, and does diſcover 
A barbarous Gothick Taſte all over: 
'Tis with no curious Sculpture grac d, 
No ftately Columns there are plac'd ; 
Without, no, Order you'll deſery, 
And all within, but ſhocks the Eye. 
Sacred to Cruelty. "tis built, | 
Spirit accurſt ! there Blood is ſpilt 
In ſuch Abundance, thut the Sod 
Oſt reeks—fit Incenſe for the God. 
This was the Game firft inſtituted, 

And who is he that dare difpute it? 
In Honour ef this Deity, 
Who ſits enthron'd aloft, to fee 

The Trivmphs of Barbarity. | 
Here Mortals all the Man refign, 

For ſuch are Cruelty all thine; 

Whike Hecatombs of Cocks muſt fall 
For Paſtime—diadolical ! | 
Within this Temple CHANTICLEER 
Muft purchaſe Glory bloody dear. 
Behold him then! within the Pit, 
Where Britain's Worthies ſtand or fit: 
But oh! how chang'd from him of late! 
The ſame in Nothing but his Gate. 


. 


0 
\ „ 


Like 
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Like a ftrip'd Warrior to the View, 
He ſtood deſpoil'd. of Plume, and crew ; 
He lifts the Leg, and ſhakes the Head 
Superb, and ſeems with Scorn to tread 
Th enſanguin d Ground. No leſs the Foe, 
Pond'ring Deſtruction at a Blow, 
With ſparkling Eyes undaunted ſtood, 
And felt the noble Rage of Blood 
Kindling in every Vein. Now riſe 
Applauſive Shouts, with mingled Cries 

Of money d Blades, and roaring Bullies, 

' Outragious to take in the Cullies. 
Twas then the Combatants thought fit, 
While Noiſe and Uproar rul'd the Pit, 
Their Fury to reſtrain, untill 

The Bedlam grew a little ſtill. 

Mean while our Hero long'd to ſee 
What Sort of Folks and Company; 
And caſting round the Place his Eyes, 
With high Aftoniſhment he ſpies 

That awful Chief, who feld their Calf, 
Cloſe at the Lug of ##*#*# ###* # *, 
For to a Cock's ſagacious Ken, N 
Revealed ſtand all Sorts of Men. 


© 
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Strange Creatures! yes, they droop the Wing, 

And, where a Lady crows, ne'er ſing. 12 
The Bird was ſtruck to ſee him there, 
Fix'd like a Statue — Mouth and Ear, 155 5 
In greedy Attitude to hear; 

While Cleaver ran with mighty Glee, 

Quick o'er our Champion's Pedigree; 

He heard what Wonders had been done, 
What Fame atchiev'd, what Battles won 

By his great Anceſtors; and then 

He heard the Worth of many a Hen. 

But oh! too ſhocking for the Bird, 

Strange Imprecations now were heard, 

For Soul, and Body, Eyes, and Blood, 

Were pour'd on all Sides like a Flood. _ 
Tremendous Oaths ! the frightful Yell 

Of Furies, and the Din of Hell. 

He ſpied that dreadful Man of Metal, 
That ſung of Lanthorns, Pans, and Kettle, 
Accoft his Comrade, fam d Tom Folly, 
While both at once let fly a Volley; _ 
For that's th' accuftom'd Way of greeting, „ e 
With Tinkers, at a Cockpit Meeting; 

Then ftraitway did old SY attack, 


Right Worſhipful, with Thump o'th Back. 2 
or 


4 POE M. CAN TO. III. 
(For boon "Companions, and old -Cronies, + 


Regard no formal Ceremonies,) 

And prompt, and eager, to infuſe, 
Almoſt, a Budget full of News. 
He ever and anon would ; thruſt his 
Noſe, in the very Ear of Juſtice: 

He knew his Horſes, . Dogs, and Stock 
Of Pullen, to a ſingle Cock. | 
From whence to Favour he did climb, 
Surprizingly in little Time 

And but too oft this Sort of Knowledge, 
Avails beyond all School or College; 
For none more happy, when together, 


In ſmoaky Ale-houſe, in wet Weather: | 


And Sly, when grown a little mellow, 
Was quite an entertaining Fellow !. 
And none knew better, oer a Cup, 
The Way to wind his Worſhip ups; 
And bating Freedoms that were ta en 
Too often with his Maker's Name, 

He could on certain Topicks be 
Facetious to the laſt Degree. _ 


There would they fight old Battels « der, 


And many a valiant Cock deplore, 
And ſtart the Racers, then no more. 
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There 
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There would chey Dog with Dog compare, | 


And. run down many a Fox and Hare; 
Till Mabel, forc'd to hold. his Head, 
Would coax & Budget, off to Bed, 

And take her Turn to entertain, 

Squire Quorum, at a different Game, 
He ſaw the Fool that ſold his Lands, 
With Countenance ſerene, ſhake Hands 
With Numbers, that he'd ſeen i th' Stocks 
For poaching, and for ſtealing Cocks. 
And many more he ey'd that Day, 
Aſſociates in the Jockey Way; 

That drive the ſecret Trade of Bridle, 
And in the Night lie ſeldom idle: 

All active, enterprizing Fellows, 
With Features that expreſs the Gallows. 
He 'ſpy'd a Wight of Garment thin, 
That breath'd around Perfumes of Gin, 


Red mach, ai much be d- d bis Shin: 


A Purſe he held, and did attack 

The Loon whoſe Shoulders bore a Pack: 
The ſame that did frequent their Cor, - 
With Ribbons, Laces, and—what not ; 
And for a Lock of Sy/ars Hair, 
Would barter Choice of Linen Ware. 


| Near 
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Near him a Porter, ſwol'n with Oath, 
Cram'd much Mundungus in his Anke 
Of which he ſhortly made diſcharge 


Amongſt the Company at large : 


Where Part of Quid bedaub'd his ——, 


And Part half hid a Fidler's Face. 
He 'ſpy'd that merry thimbled Thing, 
That us'd to fit croſs-legg'd and ſing; 
Peep like an Owlet, undiſmay'd, _ 
Oer Honourable Shoulder Blade. 
And laſtly, to his great Surpize, 
He hit of with his ſearching Eyes 
An ever memorable Sprite, 

Of fable Hue, an awful Sight? 


The ſame, he thought, that us'd to fear, 


His Ladies, when deſcry d afar. 

For, once a Year, he came to pop 

His Head out of their Chimney Top; 
But, while he o'er his Features ran, 

He found his Error in the Man. 

It was a Reverend Sir, God wot! 
Upon the vile unhoty Spot? 
Engag'd, before the Sport begun, 

In Conjuration * With —, . 
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All theſe he ken d, and more no doubt, 
But wanted Time to make them out. 


Fox, ſee, the feather'd Chiefs advance, 
With haughty Strides, and fiery Glance, 
Of deſperate Eye! near and more near 
They ftill approach; no brandiſh'd Spear 
They wave, no glittering Sword of Steel; 
But lift, light arm'd, at either Heel, 
A Silver Fate: They ſeem to peck, 
And threaten fierce, . with briſtled Neck, 
A dreadful Bout. To; work they fly, - | 
W hile Shouts, alternate, cleave the _ 
At firſt, too eager to ſuſtain, | | | 
Cloſe Combat, o'er and o'er again, 
Each others Backs they dart amain. 
Then peck the Sod, and poiſe the Wing, 
And watch each other on the ſpring. 
— Not long: For every well aim'd Stroke, 
Eluded thus, muſt ſoon provoke 
A different Conflict; now they cloſe, 
And holding faſt, deal well their Blows, 
Redoubling mutual Strokes, and then, 
Deſiſt to breathe, and ſieze again. 


Dread 


* 


15 a Intervals! Behold, they ſpill, 


* 
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And - ſpout it with good Heart and Will; 
While on each others Heads they ſlaſh, 
And open many a- rueful Gaſh. - 

Such the dire Conteſt, ſuch the Fray, 

On this Right Honourable Day. 

Our Hero's fierce Antagoniſt, - 

Ply'd well his. Heels, and - ſeldom. mit, 

And aim'd a well directed Blow, 

That laid his ſtaggering Compeer FR 

The Croud ſet up a freſh Acclaim, 

And thought the gallant Bird was ſlain. . 
Not fo, he roſe; renewd the Fight, 

And wheel'd directly to the n il 

About, inſenſible of Pain! 

Then turns, and ftrikes, and wheels again. 

At length to cloſe. this Scene of Death, 

For both grew faint, and gaſp'd for Breath. 

Our Champion fac d once more the Foc, 

He ey'd the Part, and aim d the Blow: | 

His Riyal felt the fatal Wound, 

And chuck'd, and flutter'd on. the an 

That Mochent then, a joyful Rout |. 

Uprais'd th intolerable Shout! 
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' While truſty Squire full ſoon beſtirr d, 
And ran to help the drooping Bid; 
He gently ſtrives to rear his Head— 
But all in vain! his Strength was fled ; 
And thrice he tries, and thrice in; | 
But finding ſtill his Labour vain, 
He lifts him up, and bears away - 
The Warrior nobly  prov'd this Day. 

And now, good Gods! — What Yells- ms Cites | 
Aftound the Ear, and fright the Skies! 
Triumphant Hats are Whirłd around, 

All Orders in Confuſion drown'd, - 
While Caves rebellow to the So md. 

A Coblers Wig flew round . the Place, 

And hit his Honour in the Face: 

Joy flung the Fidler into Fits, 
r dns 
He'd won a Pound (which ſet him rig) 
Of Barber Surgeon, earn d for Shaving; 

A Ghield was by, the Time he nick d, 
And Fob of ſweet Muſician piek d. 

Ah luckleſs Wight? bow very ſooon 
Is Mortal Man put out of Tune! 
A Moment ſcarce, from merry mad 
To Melancholy ſunk—O fad ! 


\ 
FL 
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No Inftrument now left to play on, 
No Coin on either Side to lay on: 
But chear thy Heart, and ſcorn the Theft, 
Thou neter canſt be of Hope bereft, 


While duley has her Fiddle left. 
Sukey, a gamefome Thing and funny, 
That tunes her Infftument for Money; | 
And never fails to heighten Sport, | 
In Places of fel * * 


Tux Rites penbem d, At 6 
The Doors, and out th infornal- Crew 
Ruſh bellowing; and e, hot 

And furious, round th'gecurfed Spot, 
With Looks of various Caſt and Hue; 
While Loſs or n 
Sat viſible. For hes year might 
Behold a wretched neil Wight, 
Curſe his dize Fortand,' and bemenn 
Poor Wife and Family at Hime. | / 
Another too you might eſpy, 5 
And muck muck Nuin in his Eye. 


. 5 | 


On Chance, 3 a 1115 or * 
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35 old Surtout, with. Belt begirt, 


He wore, to hide a ragged Shirt ; 
A Pair of leaky Boots, beſpatter d, 

Betray d his Hoſe all rent and tatter'd : | 
Sunk were his Cheeks, - with Pain he talk d, 
And cough'd his Lungs up, as he walk d. 

A very Ghoſt! and yet hed ſpare, 

| By Fits, a little Strength to wear. : 

Full many a fretful Day, had he 

Spent in the Sharpers Company ; 

And thro' diftreſsful Nights, had run 

In Jockey Haſte to get - undone. 
Infatuate Wretch ! get Home, and try 

To move Heaven's Pity; cer you die: 

Is this a Time, miſtaken Fool! 

To let a gaming Paſſion rule? 
Better by far, while Mercy hears, © 
To venture Penitence and Tears: 
One Chance is leſt, mong Numbers paſt, 
Then venture Man, this Dyec's the laſt. 


Bur, ſay, ſince now. my Tale draws near 
Tts End, how fares Lord CHANTICLEER? - 
O fick! O very ſick he lies! 
And bleeding at the Mouth and Eyes; | 


While 
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While Farmer Dobſon does explore 

His Cuts, with lenient Touch all oer; 

And bathes his Temples, fond to ſhed - 

The Drops balſamic on his Head! 

He ply'd the skilful Surgeon's Part, 

To dreſs his Wounds, and chear his Heart: 

That done, he left him to repoſe, 

And take a Slumber: after Blows. 

But long, &er Morn, in ſtouteſt Strain, 

He ſung his Strength reftor'd again :  — 
He ſung his Conqueſt: o'er the F/ « 

And hail'd the Light with many a Crow. bY 

For now the joyful Day was come, 

That muſt reſtore him to his Home: 

And ſweet's the Pleaſure! after Pain, 

For Love was all the - wiſh'd-for Meed; 

For this he bravely dard to bleed: 

And he that Honour nobly gains, 

Muſt ſurely merit for his Pains: | | 

Each balmy Joy that Love can give, 

Or after fighting who would live? 

80 thought our H ro, but, alas! 

The Caſe is chang d from what it was. 

| len 1344 For 


— 
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4 
For who's the Foal! ta fight for Name, 
Or Love, or fveh ke paltry Gave? 
| Is Honour worth the Toil and Trouble, 


When he that wins it r 


Sure not; for Honcur then to bleed, 
Muſt be Knight Emantry indeed: + 
And more than Mad-wnan - muſt ho be, 
That draws his Sword for Liberty. - 
What's County, Liberty, or | ILaws, 
But all the ſame olg«faſhinn'd Ou? 
A wiſer Paſſion bears the Sway, _ - 
And that's the glorious 'Thirt foi Pa. 5 
Tis that alone that rules the Reaſ tt 


That fires the Heroes ef the Moſt, 
And pours our Thunder round the Coaſt: 
mn Om Wn ne Jong." 


The mighty Wenders we have dose. 
This ſets the Nation in Amaze, 
And brings whole Multitudes to Kare: - 
Ships Armies off, to flviks the Blow, 

But where no lying Sdub muſt. know; 
Until the brave vicborious Feltlbws, 


Come crown d with Glory deck 10 ub : 


To tell us—what > the Thing cxplain, 
Whey, that they're going back again. 
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This 
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This fills the Staveſitan full of Sehe, 
And lulls him in a golden Dream, 
When he beholds the darling Dance 
Of Millions, in the pleaſing Trance. 
This nerves the Arm, directo the Blow, 
And drives the Fury at the Foe: 
And laſtly, when the Soldier _ 
Imparts Alacrity to Heels; 

And, only, cannot in the Fray | 
Work Miracles, and win the Dry. 
"Tis then, that Venur, in the Pic | 
Invok d, will interpoſe her Held 
Between her Champiot and the Foce, 
Whoſe Look would ley fer be: 
And ſhould the H#x@ chance to fill, 
Fell'd with the Whiſttg of « Ball, - 
The guardian Goddeſs then wi rod 
His Body in æ fragtant Cloud; 


rn 


Bur — devs wal ended, 


| Behold, our gallant Bird anicnded 7]. 
With Shouts and Acclamations back! 
While he, triumphant in a Sack, 


And ſtrait conyey him nr Por Kms, . 
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CHANTICLEER 


4.POEM. CAN TO. III. 


* 


Me ax Time the Farm-houſe they deſery, 
Sight pleaſing to the Looby's Eye! 
And CHAN TICIEEIA muſt let them know 
Who's coming, by a hearty Crow: | 
At Six exactly they arrive, 
Sore jaded, all - yet alive. 
Young Guddy ran to meet the Bird, 
(Tho! cruel Mary never ftirr'd ; 
But fat refle&ing, ſpiteful Jade! 
With Pleaſure on the Trick ſhe'd * 
No ſooner did the Lad untie 
The String, too haſty in his Joy! 
Than out pops CHANTICLEER, away, 
Too faſt for Guddy's Stop or Stay ; 
And gains the Barn-door. in a Hurry, 
All in a high tumultuous Flurry: 
That Moment enter d; up he threw 
_ Eyes, and ftagger'd as he crew. 

© Where are my Loves?” No ſooner faid 
Than he eſpics—O! ſtrike him dead! 
A Red Coat Coxcomb in his Bed: 
And what was ten Times worſe . killing, 
He 'ſpied the wanton Creatures billing. 
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CHANTICLEER. 


For had not Mary, out of Spite, 
Pick'd up a ftxolling Cock one Night; 
And placd the Vagabond between 
Poor Chuckies, in a melting Dream. 

O may ſhe live to catch, Pox on her! 
A Husband in the ſelf fame Manner! 
O'erwhelm'd with Wonder and Surprize, 
At firſt, he could not truſt his Eyes; 


He look'd again. Then from his Throat 


The Coxcomb trill'd a puny Note; 
While Madam noſtled etoſe to Lover, 
Like guilty Wretches under Cover, 


Aſham'd to ſhew their Face tbre Fear, 


— 


When caught by unexpected Dear. 
A Rage, that cannot be expreft, 


This Moment ſeind our Hero's Breaft. 
Upon a Ladder's Step he hopp, 


Then down again, poor Bird! he dropp'd : 
He could not fly, and ſearce could ſtand — 
No Sword or Piſtol at Command? 
What could a Cock in his Diftrefs, 


So aircumftanc'd, do more or lefs? - 


And what would Man heve done, ans! 


Suppoſe Similitade of Cnſe ? 
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God knows! but they who've ſeen the Sight, 
Have felt his Agony that Night. 


AND all ye Lovers, whenſoe'er 

You leave ſweet precious Life and Dear ; 

Thoſe Angel Forms, that ſeem by much, 

Too fine t endure the human Touch! 

And fo extremely ſhy, that even 

A Look can hardly be forgiyen ; 

Almoſt too delicate to bear 

The ſaucy Freedom of the Air. 

Yes ! tis even ſo—yet Kill, I fay, 

Remember, when you're calfd away, 

That there is always left hehind, 

A Tempter of the Serpent Kind. 

A Snake that plies ten thouſand - Arts, 

To wind its Tail round Ladies Hearts; 

And knows. that. Virtue, lodges in 1 
A tottering Tenement of Sin, r 

Too prone to fall! then have a ger 1 

Steal not on Deary unaware, __—_ 

When you return; at leaſt, be. ſure, 5 l 5* 
To rap and thunder at the Do? . 

For if the Devil's buſy, where ; 1 22 


, He often plics II mean Upſtir, 
Hell, 


——— 


1 


He'll take th'aftoniſhing Alam, 


And leave his magick Ring and Charm; 


win tremble like a Rat, that's got 


To ſome forbidden Sweet- meat Pot; 
Will skulk about to hide his Head, 
And fly for Shelter under Bed. 
Give Warning then betimes—'tis right — 
For there's no bearing. of the Sight. 


A while the perjur'd Hatlots fat, 


And felt their Hearts beat pit-a-pat ; 
Guilt agitated—conſcious both — 

Of violated Faith and 'Troth : 

Tin PuLLEN op'd laſcivious Bea, 
And trembling, thus was heard to ſpeak : 


cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 


« O lack a Day! Lord CAN Tick 


hat cannot ſure be you, my. Dear? 
No, no, believe me, on my Word! 
You've not one Feather of my Lord: 
No, not a ſingle Mark all over, 

That can reveal our ſormer Lover. 


Nor can our Eyes ey'n- bear the View 
* Of ſuch a filthy Thing as you; 


« Stol'n 
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de Stol'n hither to eſcape Diſgrace— * | 
© Pray has your Wife, Sir, ſcratch'd your Tas? ? 
© You're certainly. ſome Coward fled : 
&« Pray where's the Comb that grac'd your Head 
« Your very Legs your Shame reveal, 
© 'The Spurs are knock'd from either Heel; 
And then your Neck and Tail, declare - 
Diſhonourable Act in War. | 
: 0 But if you were that yery Lord, 
«That once we lov'd, admir'd, ador d, 
“ We cannot, Sir, admit this Night 
« Entreaty for a Husband's Right : 
«© For here a Charmer, in your Stead, = 
Has ta'en Poſſeſſion of your Bed; k 
A gentle, Cock, politely bred ! | 
“ Has travell'd round the World, and brings 
Tl A wonderful Account of Things: 
3 00 Can tell ſuch Stories O0 my Lord ! 
For ſure he is the ſweeteſt Bird 
“ That ever at à Feather flew ! | 
“ Beſides, he's ſcarce the Age. of you: z 
« Has' fought, and ſwears that on the Plain DO 
His Eyes beheld N Lordſhip Main, "0 
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Pook CAN Tie BER his Rival ey'd, 
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gave a Chuck, and dy d. 


Fell back — and 


* 


* 


* 7 ” 4 * 1 : 
ff , - 4 
** » 
* " 
: F, . Ka A9 : „ * 
n 2 
* „ * 
N 1 
7 2 
. & 
* „ wy : * ® 
dy * : 
E E 
1 « 
li Y . 


